The Window by K.A. Luckett, Author of Miles Across the Pond
 

Laura Parker worked diligently as she cleaned the woodwork on the upstairs spare window.  She let her mind wander as she thought of her son…gone for these last thirty years.  She looked about the room and remembered the last time she saw him; it was in this very room.  He had only been ten years old at the time.  She had left the room momentarily to check on dinner; when she returned he was nowhere to be found.  The only thing that the investigators found to be out of place was the latch on the window she was cleaning; it was unlocked.  

The grounds had been thoroughly checked with no results.  No one had fallen from the second story bedroom window.  Her son, Graham, had simply vanished.  Laura’s husband, Jack, had blamed her.  Regardless of what anyone said, he held her responsible and left…never to return, leaving Laura to care for the massive house and grounds on her own.   

Then, about ten years later, a man…he was about twenty then, came to work for her.  He was the silent type; never said too much and didn’t nose into anyone’s business.  Laura never regretted hiring him and felt a closeness to him, if for nothing else the very fact that his name was Graham.
 

Laura continued to clean the upstairs area as Graham slowly climbed the stairs.  He paused at the top catching his breath.

“Getting a little old are we?” asked Laura.

Graham smiled and said, “I’m taking a journey…I have some personal belongings in the guest house.  A book, actually, that I want you to have…pictures and such.  I would very much like you to look at them.”

Laura, slightly surprised, said, “Will you be away for a long time?”

Graham nodded and said, “I expect so.”

Then, the doorbell rang.  Laura stood up and made her way downstairs.  She opened the front door, but there was no one there.  She closed the door and looked up to the second floor landing…Graham was gone.  She climbed the stairs and checked the bedrooms, but there was no sign of him.

Puzzled, she gathered her cleaning bucket and rags and made her way to the downstairs pantry.  Later that day, Laura went to the guest house where Graham had lived for the past twenty years.  She walked in and immediately saw the book he had told her about.  She picked it up and sat on the small couch and opened it.  She immediately felt an electric shock flow through her as she saw a picture of Graham as a young boy…her son Graham.  

Pictures, that had been tucked away on the inside flap, tumbled into her lap.  Pictures of Graham with a strikingly beautiful young woman.  Pictures that had been taken who knows where because Laura, who had been a photography nut, hadn’t taken any of the photos…and didn’t know who did.  Then she noticed the envelope taped to the inside cover.  It was addressed to her.  Slowly she opened the seal.
 

Mom,
 

I can’t begin to explain.  All those years ago…you know how curious I was.  I was prying about the bedroom and idly opened the window to look outside…not the least concerned that you had forbidden me to do so.  I stepped onto that small balcony and leaned over the rail.  Well wouldn’t you know the rail broke.  I fell, but I didn’t land on the ground...well I did, but not where you would expect me to.  I guess you can call it a land where dreams come true.  This place where I landed, I found you and dad…and you still loved each other.  The two of you weren’t very good at hiding the fact that things were falling apart in your world.  But in the other…things just seemed to play out the way it should.  Except…well, we still lose those we love.  I came through the window to your world so long ago because in my new world, you died.  According to the high-elders the window opens once every twenty years for a day.  It will take you back to a point in time when things could be changed for the better.  When I returned, I would return, not as a forty year old man, but a ten year old very mischievous boy.  Now, to the point, you can come as well.  You will be young again.   It will take a bit of courage…because stepping through the window is only step one.  You must lean on the rail…it will do the rest.  Come to us…we can try again.  You have until midnight.
 

Laura shook as if it were the dead of winter.  She was trying to decide if the old Graham was deranged…or if, in fact, she was dreaming.  She tucked the book under her arm and went back to the main house.  She climbed the stairs and went into her son’s old room. She sat on the bed and stared at the window.  She stared for a long time, then she realized that there was a note taped just below the window latch.  She reached up, grabbed the paper and read:
 

You are not dreaming.
 

Then she saw that the latch was ajar.  She had made sure that the window was locked not two hours before.  She opened the window and looked out onto the small balcony.   She could see footprints leading up to the rail.  She walked onto the balcony…the rail seemed stout enough.  She shook her head

“I must be out of my mind,” she muttered.  

She walked to the rail and glanced over.  All she saw was the patio below.  She looked at the rail again.  It was made of iron and looked as if it would last a hundred years.  She shrugged her shoulders and leaned on the rail.
 

She felt as if someone had stuffed her into a rubber glove for a moment.  Then she opened her eyes to find herself  on the patio with someone leaning over her.
 

“Laura?”

She looked up and saw Jack leaning over her…a concerned look on his face.  She heard footsteps running toward her.  She turned around and saw Graham…her son.  A ten year old little boy.  He rushed up to her and wrapped his arms around her.
 

“You mad?” asked Graham.
 

Laura smiled and said nothing.  Some things you can’t explain…and if you don’t try well…what difference does it make? 
